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Anything Goes 


Author's Notes: 
Unrealistic. Had this lying around. Wrote a few years back. Wanted to do something with it. ThatWs all. 


My Way.. 

Sounds good.. 

Your Way. 

Okay, now we're getting somewhere.. 

Anything Goes Tonight. 

Too fuckin’ right. That was the last thing | heard before | was literally thrown out of the bar. 


Everything | see is distorted in a drunken haze, the streets of LA seem long and undisturbed. The night sky 


churns in a blurry mess, all the while spitting bastard rain that gets anywhere and everywhere. 


| continue to stumble down the street, not bothering to note where | was. Giggling to myself, | slump down on a 


wall and drink the rest of my Jack Daniels, waiting for my consciousness to slowly drop away. 
"Slash? That you?" 


Somewhere in the distance, | hear a familiar voice and a flash of blonde, and | haul my heavy-as-fuck eyelids 


open to meet with a pair of excited blue eyes. Great. The very last person | wanted to see. 


"Hellooooo, Stevieeeeee.." | slur, tilting my head and grinning. Steven grins back and knots his eyebrows in a half 


amused-half anxious way. 

"Woah, Slasher, you're fuckin’ wasted!" 
No shit, Sherlock. 

"C'mon, man, lets get you home." 


Somehow, my body rejects his offer and | slump back in his arms, leaving the small drummer to support me 


alone. 
Knowing you're drunk is the worst feeling in the world but at the same time, it's pretty cool. 


I've never told anyone this, but I've always felt a connection with Steven. Whether its because we grew up 


together, | don't know. All | do know is that it's getting a little to much for me to handle. 

Steven cautiously helps me down the street, and we catch the eye of a few random passers-by. | flash each 
of them what | think is a ‘cool' wave, but they keep staring. Did they see me properly? | wave more 
extravagantly this time, throwing my free hand up in the air and shaking it around. 


Steven holds my hand down and | struggle. 


"Stop it, fucker, people are staring!" he hisses in my ear, so close that | can feel the warm of his breath 


contrast with the chilly wind of the dusk. 
It's a pleasant feeling. 


Without thinking - not that it would do much good, anyway = | rest my head on his shoulder, nuzzling into his 
neck affectionately. 


Oh, god. | don't feel so good. 


"Slash? You okay?" 


Before | can even grasp what's going on, I'm doubled over, vomiting violently. 
"Oh, ew! Fucking gross, man! Its in my fucking hair!" 


Don't give a shit, your hair looked fucking stupid anyway. 


Despite my pride, | managed to mumble out a sore apology. 
"|. sorry.” 
| heard Steven sigh, and felt him bend down to rub my back. 


"Ys okay, man. At least you can get a sentence out. Now, c'mon. And this time, actually fell me when you're 


gonna be sick, yeah?" 


He helps me up and the night begins to swirl again, and against sense of nostalgia haunts me as my best friend 


aids me down the road. 

Whenever one of us got drunk, we'd always have the other to rely on, ever since we were thirteen Sometimes 
we'd get hammered simultaneously, and we'd have no control over our actions which often led to a hot night 
of specific fun We didn't let that ruin our friendship though. 

The drummer in question brings me out of my reflection with a sympathetic smile. 

"You okay, man?" 

"Unngnh. 

"Ain't the first time, huh?" 

"Nenghngh." 


| hear his sharp intake of breath. 


"You need to be careful, Saul. | don't want you drinking yourself to death, you're my best friend.! know | sound 


like a major hypocrite, but | don't want to lose you." 


His words sink into my drunken brain without effect. 


| lean against the blonde once more and rest my free hand on his collarbone. 
"Maybe..." 


Oh, well. Steven's bound to figure it out on his own some day. 


